Chapter Twenty-Six

I LISTEN TO MUSIC

WE CROWD INTO THE HALL TO LISTEN TO
Beethoven's Mass in Z), as in other periods wor-
shippers devoutly made their way into cathedrals
to attend Holy Mass. With equal piety we crowd
the seats of the tawdry concert hall, an expectant audience,
the orchestra, and tier on tier, the chorus. Toscanini appears,
a small man full of nervous energy urging himself forward
without any self-consciousness, as if intent on some very
particular business. He mounts the rostrum, surveys his
orchestra and battalions of singers, then, in the hush, raises
his hands and begins the orchestral introduction. Powerful
massive chords lead to the majestic choral outburst of the
" Kyrie Eleison " and then on to the triumphant " Gloria in
Excelsis Deo ". With dramatic suddenness comes the con-
trasting " Et in terra pax." The music now is hushed and
filled with divine peace- Soon, to the words " Pater omni-
potens", there comes the magnificent outburst of chorus
with orchestra and organ. The slow prayer, "Quo tollis
peccata mundi", rising and falling, male and female voices
alternating, pleading, and supplicating, die mysteriously
away. Then distant drums announcing the " Quoniam Tu
Solus Sanctus" growing in glory, ending with the majestic
fugue. I watch the conductor, who seems now to be possessed
with dynamic energy and controls the music like plastic
material. A wonderful sculptor I think, moulding and
conjuring the material in its varied and intricate shapes,
lengthening out, scooping with tremendous curves, evening
out great planes, broad sides of sound, compelling the advance
and retreat with beckonings of the left hand, his expression
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